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The agents of the Gridiron will please forward tne a- 
nount they have collected, and prosecute in my behali 
il In arrears. 


We had prepared some remarks, in answer to the pub- 


° . “oe 
ee y ote >? 


: Is ft el ‘ wo) 
Constant Reader” but shall postpone them for the pres- 
ent, assuring the writer that we are not Ignorant of him, 
and therefore P ity the man, that appears in a garb, so for- 
zign to his real character; real piet y e respect—we ad- 
mire; but the hypocritical coat of the | pretender we must 
Jespise. Let him set down to himse If what he would 
apply to others. Remember “Physicion heal thyself.” 
We shall probably notice him next weck and then be 
done with him, 

It appears that my dear friend, brother Rodgers of the 
Advocate, has now (in Co, with Little John Scatt ) attack- 
ed me ina taunting way, and nothing now remains, but 
for me to blow up and strike back, as well as my feeble ef- 
forts will admut. 

Thus to begin thea; I am badly ecerricatured, or carrica- 

red badly, inhis or their Paredy of Blossom and Old 
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Bail.—-As to this i shall say y nothing well knowl Ing my 
dear friend — —, must have given the fa lee 
cut line, from which it has been drawn. 

Next 1 am accused of being insolvent, (henious crime!) 
What will wy friend Benny say, when I inform the pzo 
ple generally, that Ae never was, and it has been said by 
miany, #ever asd? be solv east ! this poor——thing has 
d: red accuse me Of insolvency!!! It would be well for 
fim first to pay the poor old er an, for those very 
type (which he hasalmost worn out) before he accuses an 
Editor of insolvency 

The remaindes of his remarks and ther Parody I shall 
pass; as a Journeyman shoe maker 





, (who is a gentleman 
and once worked in the same shop with Benny) has pre- 
ented for publication, a few lines of Poetry, which will 
be found on the last pare of this No. 
{shall now picture you Afr. Advocate dayber in your 
true colors—Poor Benny! you are possessed of all the 


vanity, but not one spark of the genius of the scholar; in- 
ri ible, from your native weakness, of lifting yourself 

m the ground, you apply to contagious merit for sup- 
Bort, you make the sportive sallies of another’s imagina- 
tion your serious inches ment; and may with as much jus- 


tice be called aman of taste—as the Chinese who meas: 
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ures his wisdom by,the length of his nails. 
SELECTIONS 
IRISH LITERATURE. 

A letter from the Bart. to fis Friend in Londoi 

My Dear Sir,—Enjoying now a little peace and quiet: 
s1¢SS, sit down to blowin you of the dreadful bustle and 
con‘usion we are in from those blood- thirsty Rebels, mos 
of whom are, thank God, killed or dispersed. 

We are in a pretty mess, can ret nothing to eat, nor 
any wine to drink ex cept whiskev. When we sit dowa 
to dinner we are obli: red to keep both hands armed, and 
whilst [ ‘waite this letter, Tholda ty ord in one hand, and 
& pistol inthe other. I concluded feorn the beginning 
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‘nat this would be the end of it, and I see I wags right, 
for it is uot-half over yet; at present, there.are such e goings 
on that every thing Is at astand. 

I should have answered your letter a fortnight ago, but 
I only received it thismorning. Indeed hardly a mail ar- 
rives safe without being robbed. No longer ago than 
yesterday, the coach with the mailfrom Dublin was rob- 
bed near this town;. the bags had judiciously been left be~ 
hind for fear of accidents, and by good luck there was no- 
b oe in the coach but two outside passengers and they 

ad nothing for the thieves to. take. 

“Last ‘T hursday, notice was given that a gang of rebels 
were advancing hither under the French standard, but 
they had no colours, nor any drums except bagpipes. Im- 
mediately every man In the place, including women and 
boys, ran out: to meet them. We soon found our foree 
much little, and they were far too many for us to think 
of retreating. Death was in every face, but to it we 
went, and by the time halfour little party was killed we 
beean to be all alive. Fortunately the rebels had no 
guns hrt pistolé, cutiaeses and pikes, and as we had plen- 
ty of muskets and ammunition we put them allto the 
sword—not a soul of them all escaped except some that 
were drowned in an adjoining bog. 

Their uniform were all difierent golours, but mostly 
rreen. 

After the action, we went to ruammagea sort of camp 
they had left be shind th lem; all we found was a few pikes 
without heads, and a parcel of empty bottles full of meter 
and a bundle of blank French commissions filled up wit! 
fishermen’s names. 

‘Troops are now placed every where round the country, 
which exactly squares with my ideas.—I have only time 
‘o add that Iam in haste, 

Yours truly, * * * # 

P.S.—If you do not reccive this in course, 1t must have 
miscarried; therefore Uber you will write immediately to 


* 
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; let Me know, Lond, Li ba Gar, 2 
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A GOOD ONE. 


A count ry farmer had a very handsom daughter, and rs] raking 
young Squire, who was his landlord, was very much smitten with ber: 
but his pride of birth would net permit him to think of herasa wife. 
He often called at the old farmer’s and chi ‘ited with the girl, but she 
never gave him an opportunity to explain to her the cause of his fre- 
quent visits. However, at last he thought ofa scheme to get her in 
hisspower, and enjoy w hat he wanted. “He went to the farmer, and 
telling him he expected a good deal of company to supper that eve. 
ning, begged the favor of him to let his daughter come and assist his 
servants, and, as it would be late before they went away, she might 
stay ail night, and he with one of the maids 

The honest farmer thinking it an honor to have so great a man for 
his friend, promised she should come. Butafter he was gone, the 
old man’s mind misgave him that it might be some trick, for the 
squire was well known to be the greatest rake in the country.—He 
was just thinking how he should get off from the promise, when the 
squire’s servant came to his house, 

His master had told him to go and fetch the farmer’s LASS, and to 
take a little nag and side saddle for her to ride on. The man being 
deaf, thought he said the tarmer’s ASS, and accordingly came with 
that message. ‘The farmer, who guessed at the mistake, was high- 
ly pleased, as the fc ly of the man wasa good excuse to get off from 
his agreement, without affronting the syuire. But the difficulty was 
how they should make the ass sit on the side saddle; for as fast as 
they lifted her up on one side she fell oii on the other. ‘he man was 
ready to burst with laughter, and the farmer, willing to carry on the 
jest fastened her on with cords, 

When John came home it was dark, and his master was in the ond 
jour with two or three gentlemen. John, thinking the squire was 


on some fun, weut in and told him softly, she was come. Well, s: ud 
the squire, speaking low, take her into the little parlour, and make 
a good fire. John did as he was ordered, and then going to his mas- 


; 


ter arain, asked him what we was to do next—the squire then bid 
him tell the cook to dress a fowl for her supper; and do you hear, 
said he let every thing be in order, and let her have a bottle of wine 
John could hardly help laughing in his master’s face; but ran down 
to the cook. Lord, what do you think Betty; the ASS must not on- 
fy ride on a side saddle, and be seated by the fire in the parlour, but 
she must havea chicl ken for supper and a bottle of wine. Upon hear- 
ing this, Betty joined in the lau ih with him, till their sides cracked, 
but she | having more wit than John, proposed to eat the fowl and 


urink the wine themselve "S, ait i then teil the s jure she had suj ppee. 
‘This was no sooner agreed than done; and John going to his master 


again, told him she had supped. Very well, said the squire, tell pet 
‘y to put a pair of clean sheets on the best be: l, and wait upon her to 
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*od—John, on heaping this gave a bread grin, and his master witha 
% smile, bid him go do as he ordered him. ‘Betty now smelt a rat, and 
hey pleased themselves how their master would be disappointed — 
‘ 3ut they were ready to die with laughing, in making the ass le ip 
¢ bed, and were obliged at last to lay her on her back, and tied her 

| four legs to the bed posts. ‘T'his being done, John went once more 


My to tell his master she was in bed. The squite now began to yawn, 
Yq and appear very sleepy, which soon caused the company to take 
: their leave. 

. He then went to the room, where he thought his charmer lay, but 
+ would not take a candle. He felt about the ‘bed, making many fine 
i peeches to the Ass, wo i he receiv ea no answer; thinking the 
fe dy was asleep, he stooped down in order to salute her, and hitting 
‘ is head against the habs s nose. frighie oe the creature so, that with 
PY struggling she broke the halters, and rolling off the bed, ran about the 


om. ‘I'he squire, terrified out of his wits, did not know where te 

n for shelter, for he could not find out the door, but every now and 

en ran | Plump against the ass, who brayed out. The squire at 

feneth cr pt es der tres bed, where he roared out, Betty, John, Betti, 
John.— O. tl ve devil! the devil! 

‘The bra who had been at the door all the time, and had ne 
uttle diversion when they found he was almost terrified to death, o 
pened the door, and brought a light, desiring to know what was the 
matter with his honour? ‘The squire no sooner saw what was the 
cause of his fears, but he fell aboard of poor John. Did I not tell 
you, rascal, said he , to fetch the farmer’s LASS?—John scratched 
ifis head, anti begging his honour’s pardon, saying, he thouglit he said 
his ASS; and, indeed, sir, added he, you w ould “forgive me, if 
yas to know the trouble { have had in ma! ing the poor beast do a 


: ordered me. 
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itis said the celebrated Dr. Sam’l L. Mitchell, trs 

walling the s — ao aie a | : - 

velling in the stage, and happening to be the only passe 


. ‘ on oe . — = 7 —— re sie ie alia dl ask: ee » stead 
rer, WaS Very sociable with the driver, asking him mans 
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juestion,some of which the driver considering rather phi. 
lo losop! hical, and not puzzling. ‘The “knight of the wh ip’ 
n turn, put the following question to the learned Docto 


“Why sir,do white sheep e it more than black shee pr" " 
“Indeed,” said the Doctor, “T was not aware that they 
lid.” ‘The doctor was ¥ptourne ing in a very philosphi 
j cal manher toaccount for the dif 
white sheep had less oil in their fleeces than the biact: 
Sheep. You are notright, sir,’ saidJehu. “Pray, my 
end,” said the Doctor, after a few moments reflection, 
‘an you tell?” “Ysean, sir, “there are more of them.” 


ry 


2rence hy suDposines +} ‘ 
. ¢ as pS 


Wee 














196 


New Presidential Nomination 


At a numerous and respectable meeting of the Cone.. 


wango, Sonewanto and other tribes, held at Kanawacer 
the Hon. Red Jacket was unanimously nominated as theie 
candidate for the next presidency of the United States — 
In support of this nomination Red Jacket occupied the 
ground 7 hours, and was ably seconded by Yoopahooma 
in an eloquent and an impressive speech of 3 hours and 
20 minutes. 

{tis understood that.a counter nomination by theCreeks 
and Cherokees may be shortly expected: notwithstandine 
much division is supposed to exist, with regard to the 
claims of two distinguished individuals of the south, to 
wits Mr. Crawford and Gen. M’Intosh. One of these 
will certainly be the fortunate candidate; and we are cre- 
dibly informed that Mr. C’s friends in Georgia are san- 
guine of his success, from an exceedingly favorable im- 
pression recently produced upon those tribes, by an in- 
dustrious circulation of his propositions in regard to the 
intermarriage of the white and red people. Mr. C’s in- 
fluence, however, derived from this circumstance, is prin- 
cipally confined to the younger part of the community; 
the most aspiring of whom, have in view future and ad. 
vantageous connections at Washington. The old Chiefs, 
on the contrary, from other parts, are in favor of Gen. M’- 
Intosh. We anxiously wait for further information on 
4 } 


eee ee “ae FP 
this subject.— Ruckial Gaz. 


A few wecks agoa Mr. Bostwick Hurd of Hunting- 
don Con. published a notice in the Bridge port paper, “for- 
bidding all persons to trust his wife Eliza,” &c. Mrs. Bh- 

‘za Hurd soon repiied, and among other soothing remarks, 
asked “who would live with a man without any brains, 
whose thick hollow skull, onarap, would ring like an 
empty gilicup? ‘rhis again brougit out Mr. Hurd, who 
after calling his wife “a drunkard, an infidel, one broke 
loose from hell, the god of whose filthy soul is a big bellied 
dottle,”’ &c. closes his polite letter inthe following terms: 
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‘As for the hoilowness of my skull, I can assure y ou 
to your dismay that it shall ever Samad as dismally to you 


as an empty gill cup—so adieu to your addle pate and 
rum pickled carcase, 


“Music has Charms.” 

A country woman being at Vespers, and the curate 
singing very badly, wept aloud every time she heard him 
sing. —The curate perceiving this, called her to him, and 
enquired the cause of her grief. Alas! sir, answered she, 
thad an Ass who was the best beast in the world. As 
I loved him tenderly, I never hear you sing but I think of 
my poor beast; for nothing can be'so like his voice as 


yours, 
4 








The following humourous advertisement - copied from 
the Worcester Aegis. the poor fellow had u — tedly 
suffered severely in the payment of ‘‘costs of suit,”’ or he 
would not thus attack the whole force of Jo/n Dee and 


Richard Roe. Boston Adv. 
Take Notice.—I hereby forbid all persons harboring 
or trusting the Lawyers, Justices, Deputy Ghoeoriffs. and 


Constables of this county on m iy account, as E will pay 
no more debts of their contracting, for I have supporte 
them long enough. 


Oxford, Nov. 19. LEMUEL MOFFIT. 


es re! tee ow 


A gentleman passing through one of the public offices 
was affronted ! by some clerks, and was advised to com- 
plain to the principal, which he did thus:—“I have been 
abused here by some of the rascals of this place, and i 
come to venue you ofit, 9s T understood you are the 
princip ql ne J57 nals sh paper. 


Judge Breckenridge in reprimanding a criminal, a- 
mongst other hard names, c called hima scoundrel, The 
prisoner replied, “Sir, 1 am notso great scoundrel as your 
honor—-———takes me tobe.” ‘Put your words closer 
tegether,’” said ¢he., ey, ; 
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FOR THE GRIDIRON, 
Benny Rogers, or a Cobler who had turn’d Printer. 
Poor Ben! a roasting you have had before, 
And now, ere you-—jnst a turning more, 
Use your awl and your end, get your living by that, 
For I’m sure by your type, you cannever keep fa 
Poor Ben! 
But recollect Ben, the prety: *t your own, , 
So take my advice, and stick close at home, 
If on tram you should go, with your Belly so big, 
You will look like a sow, that is ready to pig. 
Poor Ben! 
Alas, poor Ben! how I repine at your lof, 
But keep up your spirits with moral John S—tt! 
A man like yourself, who is void of all sense, 
And so will remain, ay! a hundred years hence. 
Poor Ben’! 
ra ir little John! who’s a limb of the mak 
Vil plead, Se and jabber just like jack daw, 
ie ith pride, such as, when he at Dayte ton shown, 
With 2 friend’s horse & sleigh, which /: Vd his own 
Poor John’ 
| — Ben, as you’re on the bachelors list, 
(And know that at mill, you took the wrong grist.) 
The fair of your t town all eye you with scorn, 
Poor Ben *twould Beau’ well, had you never been born 
Poor Ben’ 


So go to your snoding, be merry and whistle, 

Though ’ tis true you’re no hand at spliting a bris 
{ Now Ben ere [leave you, I’llsay a word more, 

Tis, keep yonrself civil. or Pll roast you sore 


} ————_ 


\ A Gramn ratical Questior 2s 


Said Anna’s preceptor, **a KISS 1s a noun, 

But tell me if common or proper,” he cried 
th cheeks of Vermillion, wad eve lids cast dowr. 
Lis both common and proper,” his pupil replied 
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